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A Lover For Christmas 


December 1986 


The square outside the boarding house sparkled with snow, a tall fir tree set at its centre. Atop the tree, a 
star shone down on the narrow brownstone houses, dark wisps of cloud promising more snow. Along the 


streets, a cold wind howled off the Hudson River. 


But David didn't feel Christmassy. Instead he felt like a character from a Dickens novel, cold and alone, begging 
for scraps of attention. The previous night they'd played a show in New York and, in true ‘deth style, 
afterward they'd hid the town hard. They'd drunk themselves stupid and, somehow, had found their paths 
crossing those of Guns N' Roses. Two teams of professional hellraisers, they'd been unstoppable until, just 
before dawn, they'd crashed through the door of the Gunners hotel. They'd never asked why the Gunners 
were in town. Recording? Talking to labels? Getting their name known? It was all irrelevant when there were 


drink and drugs on offer. 


Hotel was a loose word for the ramshackle boarding house. Threadbare rooms were scattered over several 
floors, a steep, rickety staircase taking them to each level. The heating was nonexistent and, standing in a 


corner, David was feeling the cold. It was where he had remained, watching the debauchery unfold until, at 


some point in the long winter night, Dave had disappeared. David knew where to; the bastard was out scoring a 
mount, fucking anything with a pulse. Because David was only important when Dave wanted something; money, 
drugs, sex, someone to sleep beside. Dave had never said it, but David suspected he was a lousy fuck, good for 


nothing more than sympathy sex. And the city that never sleeps had a myriad of treats for Dave to sample. 


Biting his lower lip, David forced back the tears. He felt awful for wanting to cry, but felt he had good reason 
to. It wasn't the first time his lover had upped and left to find something better. He wished that Dave would 
just come out with it and dump him. At least then he'd be free to find someone else without feeling guilty. 
David loathed himself for not being able to sleep with just anyone. He wanted to attach meaning to the act, 
wanted a relationship like the one his parents had, a relationship where they were both equals. Not one where 


the other only used him for convenience. 


Sunlight began to stream through the window of the ragged dining room, making its way along New York's 
famous blocks. Other than himself, the room was empty, the party having long ago moved to other parts of 
the building. But he hadn't felt like going, preferring to listen to the ache in his heart, and wait for the 


inevitable cry of his pet name. 


Tugging his clothes closer to himself, David shivered, the cold settling in to his bones. He longed to be back at 
their hotel, no matter how shitty that was, curled around Dave as they slept off the heavy night. If he could 
just lower his inhibitions, he'd have had a bed. It wasn't like he hadn't had offers.. 


The thought made David smile and he dropped himself in to a chair and leaned on the battered table, watching 
as the growing sun caught the frosty boughs of the fir tree in the square. At least he'd be home for 
Christmas this year. Dave had pitched a true Mustaine fit when he'd found out, but it was where David 
wanted to be. Wanted to be with his family, with a tree and gifts and the warm love that came with the 
season. Not riding it out in their apartment with nothing more than a batch of smack and a pizza He'd invited 
Dave and, after much umming and arring, he'd agreed, moaning at David that he was nothing more than an 
afterthought. David had dared not remind him that he'd invited Dave to Christmas several months before and 
that, perhaps, it had "slipped" his lover's mind thanks to his overindulgence. 


Floorboards creaked somewhere in the house, but David ignored them. His body ached, his skin crawled with 
the cold, and his stomach felt empty. He'd have left hours ago if he hadn't been waiting for Dave. Perhaps he 
should.. 


He finally looked up when the door opened and a blanket wrapped Izzy Stradlin walked in. The dark haired 
guitarist stopped, looked David over, and dropped himself into a seat. 


"Still not back?" The voice was gruff, touched with sleep. 
David shook his head, eyes moving back to the window and the streets beyond. "Nope." 


"Why don't you go get some sleep?" Izzy fumbled beneath the blanket and pulled out a packet of cigarettes. 
Lighting one, he pushed the packet across the table. Gratefully, David took one, thankful the small glimmer of 


warmth. 
"lll wait," he said. 
Izzy shrugged. "Your call. But there's a bed there if you want it" 


"Thanks." He didn't feel much like talking, or socialising. He'd done it all the night before and now wanted to be 
left to nurse the pain, both physical, mental and emotional. 


They sat smoking in silence, neither looking at the other. Eventually, Izzy stubbed his out in an overflowing 
ashtray and got to his feet. He nodded to the door. "Come on, you're comin’ with me." 


He didn't move, huddling himself down lower in to the seat. "What about Dave?" 


Sighing, Izzy leaned against the door frame, tugging the blanket over his ruffled black hair. "Look, that junkie 
piece of shit has upped and left you. And I'm gonna do what that shit head is supposed to do, which is fix you 
up and put you to bed. If he can't take care of you then he doesn't fuckin’ deserve you. I'm not the only one 
who's seen it either. Trust me, David, half of the fuckin! metal world would kill Dave and jump into his still 
warm bed just to be with you." 


David felt his jaw fall open, eyes widening. What. The. Fuck? Had he really heard Izzy right? Not only that, but 
the guitarist had refused to use his pet name, and that made him just a little happier. 


Izzy stared at him before nodding towards the door. "You comin’, or do | have to carry you up those stairs? 
And trust me, | won't. lm not carryin’ you anywhere. Drag you by your ankles? Sure, I'll do that. But l'm not 
carrying you. Not at this time in the fuckin’ morning." 

Could he? Could he follow another man to a bedroom? Nothing was going to happen. Izzy had offered him drugs 
and a bed, that was all. He could trust Izzy. There was something about the dark eyes which told him that Izzy 
was being sincere. 


"| noticed you didn't respond to my accusations." 


David looked at him before softly responding, "What's to respond to? Everything you said is true. Dave doesn't 
give a flying fuck about me." 


"Must be some reason he keeps you around." 
Shrugging, David looked at the table. "Can't be for the sex. | must be one lousy lay.” 


He heard Izzy chuckle. "For some reason | doubt that. You wouldn't have guys and girls drooling over you if 


you're shit in the sack." 


Looking up, David felt himself smile weakly. "Thanks." 

"What for?" 

"The vote of confidence." 

Brushing hair from his eyes, Izzy smiled "Not a problem. Now come on. There's a bed with your name on it” 


Struggling to his feet, David followed him up the stairs, their feet creaking against the bare boards. Izzy took 
him to a small attic room with a curtainless floor to ceiling window. Morning sunlight streamed through it, 
warmly lighting the room. As with the other rooms, it was empty bare a chair in one corner and a four 
poster bed pushed against one wall. It was an odd choice for such a falling down place and David couldn't 
fathom what the owner was thinking when they brought it. Perhaps it had been left over from the previous 
occupants. Muslin drapes hung from it, hiding the bed. 


Like all of their rooms, things were tossed in corners; clothes, a guitar, a couple of ashtrays. 
"Take a seat." Izzy tugged back one of the drapes, offering him the bed. 


For a second, David looked at it. It was a mess of off-white sheets, previous stains never quite coming out. But 
compared to their apartment back on the west coast, it was luxury. Sitting, he watched as the skinny guitarist 
prepared a syringe, smoke curling gently in to the air. David knew he shouldn't be where he was, shouldn't be 


doing what he was doing, but being left high and dry had shattered his trust in Dave. The redhead could get 
fucked, at least until he came up with a suitable apology. 


Izzy gripped the syringe between his teeth and secured a tourniquet around David's arm. Fascinated, he 
watched as it was pulled tighter, his veins coming to the surface. He moaned as the needle slid beneath his 
skin, the pin prick of pain being replaced with the flying warmth of the drug. As it was pulled away, he sank 
back to the bed, staring at the cracked ceiling. His vision came and went, restfulness falling over him. But he 


didn't want to sleep yet. 


Struggling to sit up, David pushed himself on to the bed and pulled the sheets over him. Slowly his skin began 
to warm, the shakes leaving him. When another body joined him, he opened his eyes and smiled. 


Izzy lay beside him, as calm and serene as a summer's sea. Quietly they stared in to one another's eyes, the 
high of the drug coursing through their blood and relaxing their minds. When Izzy leaned in to stroke his face, 
David didn't flinch away. When lips touched his, he gave in, sliding an arm over Izzy's shoulder and holding him 


close. 


Beneath the pitiful sheets, they kissed and touched, fingers discovering new bodies. Never did the guilt of 
earlier surface its head, his conscience finally quiet enough for him to give himself over to another. David 
purred as hands slid beneath his thin clothes, tugging them from his body until he lay naked on the bed. The 


cold winter was forgotten as lips touched his skin, making him tremble. They slid down his neck and over his 


chest, a hot, pink tongue teasing his nipples, making him arch his back from the bed. Izzy moved down him until 
he wrapped his lips around David's cock. He gasped and bucked, an aching need growing, swirling through him 
and to his groin. Touching his fingers to the head of dark hair, he guided Izzy's soft lips back to his own. 


Lying over him, Izzy held him like Dave never had, hands cupping his shoulders, encouraging him to receive the 
caring kisses. A hand travelled between them, guitar roughened fingers grasping his cock. Groaning, David felt 
as though he'd melt through the bed, his excitement growing as he tentatively returned the touches, his 
hands sliding through Izzy's hair and down his back. Growing in confidence, he grasped his new lover's bony 
shoulders before grazing over his ribs. When he clasped Izzy's ass, the guitarist bucked and chuckled, teeth 
nipping at David's lower lip. 


Dark eyes looked at him, upturned up at the edges. "Ticklish." 


David felt himself laugh, and it felt good, starting in his belly before erupting from him. The gentleness was 
gone, replaced by probing fingers, each finding the spots which would make the other roar with laughter and 
beg for mercy. They rolled on the bed, laughing and screeching, their cheeks tinged with red, hair blinding them. 
When they crashed into the wall, Izzy stopped, panting, and smiled down at him. 


"Just what you needed, huh?" 
Feeling a lump begin to rise in his throat, David nodded, his hair a tangled mess on the pillow. "Yeah. | did." 
"Somethin else you need?" 


The lump was about to choke him, and he nodded again, drawing the guitarist in to another kiss. Once more, 
hands became gentle, stroking over the places which made the other groan. Izzy melted against him, his 
erection rubbing against David's. He felt his body tingle, and he slowly spread his legs, quietly inviting Izzy to 
take him. 


And gently he did, head buried against David's shoulder as he thrust in to him. Wrapping himself around the 
slender man, David rocked with him, crying out as Izzy pushed himself deeper, finding the spot which made him 
shudder. He felt his cock rub against Izzy's flat stomach, begging for release, yet he wanted to savour the 
moment, savour the gentleness which was being bestowed upon him. Burying his nose in the messy black hair, 
he kissed Izzy's head, murmuring to him, softly encouraging him, telling him how much he adored what the 
guitarist was doing to him. Never had Dave been as gentle. Never had he taken the time to just play with him. 
Instead, they were rough, quick fucks, joinings which were over in a matter of moments. For once, someone 


cared enough to make sure he was enjoying it. 


Sliding his hands under Izzy's shoulders, David clasped his back, his mouth still pressed to the other man's 
head. Beneath his hands, Izzy panted and groaned, his bony back arched, hips slamming against David. Mixed 
with the drug, the pleasure grew, a soft cloud which swirled around him. Rubbing his cock against Izzy's silken 
flesh brought a million new sensations, ones he'd never felt before. They made him tingle, every nerve alight. 


His murmurs grew in intensity, slowly growing louder. Izzy responded to him, shifting and returning his fingers 


to David's cock. Pressing his lips to Izzy's shoulder, he thrust into the welcoming fist, his cock throbbing 
against his palm. 


They came together, whisked away on a rush of euphoria, softly calling each other's names. For a moment, 


their spirits flew from their bodies, caught on the high, before they sank back to the bed. 


Draping the sheets over them, Izzy looked in to his eyes, smiling softly. Touching David's jaw, Izzy gently kissed 


him. "You ever need me, you know where | am, okay?" 
Tiredly, David returned the smile and linked his arms around the dark haired man's neck. “Sure will. Thanks." 


Another gentle kiss, one which made David shiver, a warmth igniting in his soul. "| mean it, David. You ever 


need someone, you come and find me. Door'll always be open for you.” 

He could hear his voice becoming distant as he replied, "Thank you." 

Wrapped in the arms, and love, of another, he drifted to the welcoming embrace of sleep. Never did he hear 
the front door open. Nor did he hear the feet on the stairs, the sound of Dave's voice bawling his name a 


distant sound in his dream world. 


~~ The End ~~ 


